
Hoover was 
too short, 
too fat for 
FBI agent 

Vie other day I dropped by 
the museum of the memo- 
rabilia of the late FBI Di- 
rector J. Edgar Hoover at 
the Scottish Rite Supreme Council, 
1733 16th St. NW, to see what kinds 
of tilings he left behind. £,v 

It’s a strange collection: A . 
heavyweight champion James J. ’ , 
Braddock’s boxing gloves; h news- ‘, 
paper that Mr. Hoover edited and V' 
sold when he was 9 years old; fish- 
ing rods; his holster but not his pis- 
tbl|;a Chinese housecarved in . : y 

ivory; his college grades and dia- : : 
rieSfrom his ySuth; a letter from' 
John E Kennedy’s father, Joseph, : 
that promised to endorse a Hoover 
bid for the presidency; and pic- . . 
tures of Mr. Hoover with Shirley • ' 
Ibmple, Joe DiMaggio, Eddie Ar-, 
caro, Jack Dempsey, Gene Hinney 
and Edward G. Robinson. . 

Memories of Mr. Hoover came 
rushing back as I glanced at his 
possessions. 




■ - But let me tell you about some- 

thing you won’t find in the Hoover 
• . Museum: the fact that he was too 
short and too fat to meet his own 
' physical requirements for being an . 
FBI agent 

Mp Hoover, who ran the FBI 
with an iron hand from 1924 until 
his death in 1972, didn’t know that I 
; knew about his height-weight defi- 
ciencies: ■ 

The FBI chiefs inequities came 
to my attention during an exclusive 
interview in the early 1960s when 
he neglected to have one of his as- 
, sistant directors present to monitor 
the encounter.. ; • •••.* 
iUr During the interview, I casually 
asked him about his annual phys- 
ical examination at La Jolla, Calif. 

“Went just fine,” he said. 

Then he handed me a folder. The 
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FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover meets with President John F Kennedy. Mr. 
Hoover served from 1924 until his death in 1972. 
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information inside was unremark- 
able except for this: The records 
showed that he was 5-feet-9 and 30 
pounds overweight fpr his height. 

It was a great story because Mr. 
Hoover was harsh in dealing with 
overweight agents, just as he was 
on those with clammy handshakes 
and those with short socks that 
showed their ankles and those who 
made left-hand turns while he was 
in a bureau car. Such agents were 
banished to spots like Butte, Mont., 
and Anchorage, Ala., which seemed 
like Devil’s Island to me. 

But why waste the story about 
the short and fat Mr. Hoover, I 
thought. 




The FBI chiefs waistline prob- 
lems at best would end up as a 
short story and probably wouldn’t 
make page one. Why waste this 
kind of ammunition when I could 
accomplish more by not publishing 
it? 

So I confronted Assistant FBI 
Director Cartha D. “Deke” 

DeLoach and watched him turn 
pale when I told him I had seen Mr. 
Hoover’s medical records. 

“Deke” and I were old friends; in 
fact, he was the godfather of one of 
my children. He begged and threat- 
ened me not to print the story. 

Well, I said, I didn’t have to print 
it, but in return I wanted some ex- 
clusives the next time the FBI 
pulled off a major arrest. 

This was a form of good-natured 
blackmail, I guess, and it paid off 
handsomely. 



When President Kennedy was 
assassinated in Dallas in 1963, the 
FBI gave me the first break on Lee 
Harvey Oswald’s mysterious jour- 
ney to Mexico, and I was given a 
two-hour news beat on the arrest of 
James Earl Ray, the killer of Dr. 
Martin Luther King, in 1968. 

For a decade or so I “owned” the 
bureau when it came to news beats. 
In the end, I was put on Mr. 
Hoover’s “no contact” list for print- 
ing a minor story about his 
squabbling with the CIA and termi- 
nating the liaison arrangement be- 
tween the two agencies. 

But by then it didn’t make any 
difference. My FBI friends still 
talked to me on the Q-T., and my as- 
signments were taking me overseas 
anyway, where I didn’t need Mr. 
Hoover’s blessing. 

Recently I encountered “Deke” 



DeLoach, who’s retired now, and he 
told me he had some fun himself ; 
with my discovery of Mr. Hoover’s 
non-conforming shape. • . : ' > ; ; 

At the time, he said, he phoned j 
another assistant director and said, 
“Al, do you realize that the director 
is only 5 feet 9 inches tall and 30 ;.v 
pounds overweight?” 

There was a long silence, and the 
other assistant director said in a 
panic, “I don’t have to answer a 
question like that.” The irony of all 
this is that I learned since that 
“banished” FBI agents loved work- 
ing in Butte and Anchorage where 
the hunting was good, the criminals 
scarce, and the director never \ 
came to visit 

• O'Leary’s Washington appears 
Mondays and Fridays. 




